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final! I cannot marry you, or any
one. I I have promised. I am not
free."

"Nothing In the world Is final,", re-

turned, Hemingway sharply, "except
death.1" lis raised his hat and, as
though to leave her, moved .away. Ho
felt that for the present to contlrmo
might Ipso him the chance to fight
again. But, to deliver an ultimatum,
he turned Uack.

"As long as you aro olive, and I am
alive," he told her, "all things are pos-
sible. I didn't give up hope. I don't
give up you."

Tho girl exclaimed with a gesture of
despair:

"You won't understand that I am
speaking the truth. You aro right that
things can chango the future, but
nothing can change the past, pan't you
understand that1?"

"What do I care for tho past?" cried
the young man scornfully. "I know
only one thing two things; that I love
you and that, until you lovo mo, I nm
going to make your life hell!"

For an instant she let him clasp
her hands In both of his.

Something In her face caused lib)
heart to leap. But ho was too wise to
speak.

"She is engaged to Fearing I" ho told
himself. "She has promised to marry
Fearing! She thinks that it is too late
to consider another man!" The pros-
pect of a fight for the woman he loved
thrilled him greatly.

at the buiisct hour
HVEMINGWAY to the

that hour it had
become his custom to visit his

fellow countryman and with him share
the gossip of tho day and such a cock-
tail as only a follow countryman could
compose. Later ho was to dine at the
house of the Ivory Company and, as
his heart never ceased telling him, Mrs.
Adair also was to be present.

"It will be a very pleasant party,"
ald Hnrris. "They gave me a bid. too,

but It's steamer day and I've
got to get my mall ready for the boat.
Mrs. Adair Is to be there."

Of Mrs. Adair, Harris always spoke
with reverent enthusiasm, and the man
who loved her delighted to listen. Hut
this time Harris disappointed him.

"And Fearing, too," ho added.
The conjunction of the two names

surprised Hemingway, but he made no
sign.

Harris began to pace the room.
"There's no one." ho complained sud-

denly, "so popularly unpopular as the
man who butts In. I know that, but
still I've always taken his side. I've
always been for him." Ho halted and
frowned down upon his guest.

"Suppose," ho began aggressively, "I
.see a man driving his car over a cllif.
It I tell him that road will take him
over a cliff, the worst that can happen
to me Is to be told to mind "my own
business, and I can always answer
back, 'I was'only trying to help you.' It
I don't speak, the man breaks his neck.
Between the two, It seems to me, sooner
than have any one's life on my hands.
I'd rather be told to mind my business."

Hemingway's, expression was dis-

tinctly disapproving, but, undismayed,
the Consul continued:

"Now, we all know that this mornlna
you gavo that polo pony to Lady Firth,
and one of us guesses that youwflrst
offered It to some ono else, who refused

N It. One of us thinks that very soon, to-

morrow, or even you may
offer that same person something worth
moro thnn-- a polo pony, and that If she
refuses that it is going to hurt you for
the rest of your life."

shot at his friend
HEMINGWAY warning. In haste,

"I know," ho protested, an-

swering the look. "I Show that this Is
where Mr. Buttinsky Is told to mind his
business. But I'm going right on. I'm
going to state a theory, and let you
draw your own deductions." -

He slid Into a chair, and across the
table fastened his eyes on those of his
friend. Undismayed, but with a wry
smile of dislike, Hemingway stared fix-

edly back at him.
"What," remanded Harris, "Is tho

first rule In detective work?"
Homlngwny let the Consul answer

his own question.'
"It Is to follow the woman," declared

Harris. "And, accordingly, what should
be the first precaution of a man making
his getaway? To see that the woman
does not follow. But suppose, wo aro
dealing with a fugitive of especial In-

telligence, with a criminal who has im-
agination and brains? Ho might fix It
so that the woman could follow him;
ho might plan It so that no ono would
suspect. Sho might arrive nt his hid- - s

Ing place only after many months, only
after each, had made separately a long
circuit 'of the globe, only after a jour-
ney with a plauslblo and legltlmato ob-

ject. And, as strangers under the
eyca of others, they would become

. acquainted, would gradually.grow moro

friendly, until at last people would ay":
Those two. mean to mako a match ot
It,' And then,one day, openly, In the
sight ot all men, with the aid of the
law and the church, they would

those relations that existed before
the man ran away and tho woman fol-
lowed."

There was a short silence.
Hemingway broke It In a lone that

would accept no denial.
"You can't talk like that to ma,"

he cried. "What do you mean?"
The Consul regarded him with grave

solicitude His look was one of real
affection, and, although his tone held
the absoluto finality of tho family phy-
sician who delivers a sentence of death,
he spoke with gentleness and regret

"I mean," ho said, "that Mrs. Adair is
not a widow; that tho man she speaks
of as her late husband Is Fearing 1"

Hemingway tried to adjust his mind
to the calamity. But his mind refused.

tho harbor- - Hemingway

FROM the raucous whistle of the
signalling her entrance.

. Hemingway tried to urge him-
self ,to feellevo there had been some hid-
eous, absurd error. Bu't In answor
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came back to htm phrases I lie girl had
last nddrcsed to him: "You can com-

mand the future, but you cannot
oliangc tho past. I cannot marry you,
or any one! I am not free!"

And then to comfort himself he called
up the look he had surprised in her
eyes when he stood holding her handd
In his. He clung to it as u drowning
man will clutch even at a piece ot float-
ing seaweed.

In a voice strange to him he heard
himself saying: "Why do you think
that? You'vo got to tell me. TnU
morning I asked Mrs. Adair to marry
me."

Tho Consul exclaimed in dismay: "I
thought I was In time. I ought to have
told you days before, but"

"Tell me now," commanded Heming-
way.

"I know It in a thousand ways," n

Harris. "But to convince you." he
went on, "I need tell you only one. I
seo I've got to show you. It's kindest,
after all, to cut quick." Ho leaned
further forward and his voice dropped.
Speaking quickly, he said:

"Last summer I lived In a bungalow on
the Pearl Road. Fearing's house wis
next to mine. This was before Mrs.
Adair went to llvo at the agency, and
whllo she was alone In another bunga-'o-

further down the road. I was HI
that summer; I couldn't sleep. I used
to sit all night on my veranda and pray
for tho sun to rise.-- No one could see
me, but I could see the veranda or
Fearing's house and into Ids garden.
And night after night I saw Mrs. Adair
deep out of Fearing's house, saw him
walk with her to tho gate, saw him In
the shadow of tho bushes take her In
his arms, and s.w them kiss. No one
knows that but you and I, and," he
cried defiantly, 'it is Impossible for us
to believe 111 of Polly Adair."

Hemingway rose and slowly and
heavily moved toward the door. "I will
not trouble them any more," he added.
"I'll leave at sunrise on that boat."

tho doorway Hemingway halted
ana turned back. "Why," he
asked dully, "do you think Fear-
ing la a Not that It

matters to her, since sho loves hlraj
or that U matters to me. Only I want
her to have only tho best."

Again the Consul moved unhappily.
"I oughtn't to tell you," ho protested,

"and 'If I do I ought to tell the State
Department nnd a detective agency
llrst. They want him, or a man like
him." His voice dropped to a whis-
per. "The man wanted Is Henry
Brownell, a cashier of a bank In Wal-tha-

Mass., thlrty-fiv- o years of age.
smooth-shave- n, college-bre- d, speak-
ing with a marked Now England ac-
cent, and and with other marks that
fit Fearing like the cover on u book.
They nre positive ho is on tho coast ot
Africa. I put them off. I wasn't sure."

"You've been protecting tlieni," said
Hemingway.

"I wasn't sure," reiterate Harris.
"And If I were, tho Pinkertons can' do
their own sleuthing. The man's living
honestly now, anyway, Isn't he?" he
demanded, "and sho loves him. Wiy
should I punish her?"

His tone seemed to up-
braid.

'Viood "God!" 'cried the oilier, "I'm

not blaming yout I'd bo proud of the
ohanco to do afmuch, I asked because
I'd like to go away thinking she's con-
tent, thinking she'e happy with him."

'Doesn't it look as though she
were?" Harris protested. "Sho's fol-
lowed him half around tho globe. If
she'd been happier away from )itm,
she'd have stayed away from him."

So intent had been tho men upon
their talk that neither had- - noted the
passing of the minutes or that the
mall steamer bod distributed her mall
and passengers; and when a servant
entered bearing lamps, and from the
office the Consul's clerk appeared with
a bundle of letters from tho Bteamcr.
both were taken by surprise

"So later exclaimed Hemingway. "1
must go. If rm to sail at daybreak,
rvo little time!"

he advanced toward Hauls
ASwith his hand outstretched in

adieu, tho faco of the Consul
halted him. With tho letters,

the clerk had placed upon tho table a
visiting-car- d, and tho Consul stared at
It In fascination. Moving stiffly, he
turned t so that Hemingway could see.
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On it Hemingway read, "George P.
Sheyer," and, on a lower-line- , "Repre-
senting tho Plnkerton Agency."

Hemingway, with a groan ot dis-ma-

exclaimed aloud:
- "It Is the endli

From the darkness of the outer of-

fice a man stepped softly Into the cir-cl-

ot the lamp.
"'It Is the end'?'' ho repeated in-

quiringly. He spoke tho phrase with
peculiar emphasis. His volco was" cool,
alert, authoritative. "The end of
what?" he 'demanded sharply.

In the silence the detective movod
Into the light. Ho was tall and
strongly built, his faco was shrewd
and Intelligent.

"Which of you Is tho Consul?" he
asked. But he did not tako his eyes
from Hemingway.

"I am the Consul.'" said Harris. But
still the detective did not turn from
Hemingway.

"Why," ho asked, "did thLs gent'e-ma- n,

when he read my card, say, 'It 's
tho end?' The end of what? Has
anything been going on here that came
to, an end when he saw my card?"

Harris saw his friend slowly retreat,
slowly crumple up Into a chair, slowly
ralso his hands to cover his face. As
though in a nightmare, he heard him
saying savagely:'

"It Is the end of two years of hell,
it Is the end of two years of fear and
agony! Now I shall have peace. Now
I shall sleep! I thank God you've
come! I tliank God I can go back!"

Harris sprang between tho two nu-:- i

"What docs this mean?" he com-
manded.

Hemingway raised his eyes and .sur-eyc- d

him steadily.
'fit means." ho said, "that I have de-- .

colved you, Harris that I am tho man
you told me of, I nm the man tlioy
want.'" Ho turned to the officer.

'1 fooled him for four months," he
said. "I couldn't fool you for five min-
utes."

Tho. eyes of the detective dnnceif
with sudden triumph. He shoe an chkoiglance from Hemingway to the Con-
sul.

"Tills man," he demanded, "who Is
he?"

With an Impatient gesture Heming-
way signified Harris.

''Ho doesn't know who I u'm," he
said. "Ho knows mo as Hemingway. I
am Henry Brownell ot Waltham.
Mass." Again his faco sank Into the
palms of his hands. "And I'm tired-tir- ed."

ho moaned. "I am sick of not
knowing, sick of running away. I give
myself up."'

The detective breathed a sigh of le-H-

that seemed to Issue fiom his
soul.

"My God' he sighed, "you've given
me a long chase! I've had eleven
months ot you, and I'm. as sick ot this
as you are." He recovered himself
fiharply. As though reciting an Incan-
tation, he addressed Hemingway in
erlBp, emotionless notes.

"Henry Brownell!" he chanted, "I
nrrest you In the name of tho Com-
monwealth of Massachusetts for the
lobbrry of tho Waltham Title and
Trust Company. I understand," he"
added, "you waive extradition and re-

turn with mo of your own free wlllV
'With his fare still In his hands.

Hem'ngwny murmured assent. The it

, tcctlvo stepped briskly and unlnYlteil
to tho table and seated himself.

"I want to send a mcssac hqrnc. Mr.
Consul," ho said. "May I tise ywtr
c&blo blanks?"

the skull of Wilbur Harris
INSIDE U. 8. A., American Con- -.

to Zanzibar. East Africa,
thcro was going forward a

mighty struggle that was not fit to put
into words.

'What was his own duty he could not
determine. That of Hemingway ha
knew nothing, bo could truthfully tes-
tify. And If now Hemingway claimed
to be Henry Brownell, ho had no cer-
tain knowledge to the contrary. He
foresaw that his friend need only send
a wireless from Nantucket nnd at the
wharf witnesses would Bwrm to es-

tablish his Identity and make-I- t evi-

dent the detective had.blundered. And
In the meanwhllo Brownell and his
wife. In some settlement still further
removed front observation, would for
tho second Umo have fortified them-
selves against pursuit and capture. He
saw the eyes ot Hemingway fixed upon
him In appeal and warning.

Tho brisk voice of the detectlvo
broke tho silence.

"You will testify, If need be. Mr.
Consul' he said, "that you heard ,lhe
prisoner admit ho was Henry Brow-
nell nnd that he surrendered hlmnelf
of his own frco will?'

For an instant the Consul hesitated,
then ho nodded stiffly.

"I heard him," ho said.

hours later, at 10 o'clock

THREE samo evening, the
nnd Hemingway

leaned together on the steam-
ship's rail.

"You aro sure," Hemingway said,
"you told no ono?"
. "No one," the detective answered.
"Of-- course your hotel proprietor
knows you're sailing, but ho doesn't
know why. And, by sunrise, we'll bo
well out at sea."

The words caught Hemingway by
tho throat. He had Been her for the
last time: that morning for the Inst
time had looked into lie r eyes, had held
her hands In his. Willi a pain that
seemed Impossible to support, ho'

""turned his back upon Zanzibar and all
it meant to him. And, as he turned,""
ho faced, coming toward him, across
the moonlit deck. Fearing.

With a pollto but authoritative ges-- "
turo Fearing turned to the detective.
"I have something to say to this gen-
tleman before he sails," he said:
"would you kindly stand over there?"

Turning his hack upon the detec-
tive, and facing Hemingway, Fearing
'began abruptly. His voice was sunk
to a whisper, but he spoke without
the slightest sign of trepidation.

"Two years ago, when I was Indict-
ed," he whlsjerod, "and ran away.
Polly paid back half of the sum I

stole. That left her without a penny:
that's why sho took to this typewrit-
ing. SInco then, I have paid back
nearly all the rest. But Polly was not
satisfied. Sho wanted me to tako my
punishment and start fresh, Sho knew
they were watching her so sho couldn't
write this to me, but she came to me
by n roundabout way. And all the
time she's been here, she's been beg-
ging me to go back and give myself up.
I couldn't see It. I knew in a few
months I'd have paid "bark ail I took,
and I thought that was enough. But
she said I must tako my medicine In
our own country, and start square with
a clean slate. She's dono a lot for me,
and whether I'd have done that for her
or not, I don't know. Hut now, r
must! What ou did to save
me, leaves me no choice. So, fit
sail"

With an exclamation ot anger Hem-Ingwa-

caught tho other by the shoulder
and dragged him closer.

'To save jou!" ho whispered. "I
didn't do it lor you. I did it that you
both could escape together, to glvo you
time"'

"But I tell you," protested Fearing,
"sho don't want mo to escape. And "maybe sha's right. Any way, we're sill- -
Ing with you at"

"We?" whispered Hemingway, steady-
ing his volco. "Then then your wlfo
Is going with you?"

"My wife!" Fearing pxclalmed. "X
haven't got a wife! If you mean Polly

Mrs. Adair she is niy sister! And
she wan to to thank you. She's be-
low"

Hemingway flung him to one side andwas racing down the deck.
The detective .sprang In pursuit.
"One moment, there!" he shouted.
But tho alert, bronzed young mmbarred his way.
In, tho moonlight the detective wiwthat ho was smiling.
'That's all right." Mi ,,varnP.Hell be back In u minute. teild.v,you don't want him.. I'm the man onwant." '
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